LOCUSTS AND WILD HONEY

idea of a good time was to be in the open air, and
as far into the " bush" as possible.

The post-road, as the new St. John's road is also
called, begins twenty miles from Quebec at Stone-
ham, the farthest settlement. Five miles into the
forest upon the new road is the hamlet of La
Chance, the last house till you reach the lake, one
hundred and twenty miles distant. Our destination
the first night was La Chance's; this would enable
us to reach the Jacques Cartier River, forty miles
farther, where we proposed to encamp, in the after-
noon of the next day.

We were now fairly among the mountains, and
the sun was well down behind the trees when we
entered upon the post-road. It proved to be a wide,
well-built highway, grass-grown, but in good condi-
tion. After an hour's travel we began to see signs
of a clearing, and about six o'clock drew up in front
of the long, low, log habitation of La Chance. Their
hearthstone was outdoor at this season, and its
smoke rose through the still atmosphere in a frail
column toward the sky. The family was gathered
here and welcomed us cordially as we drew up, the
master shaking us by the hand as if we were old
friends. His English was very poor, and our French
was poorer, but, with Joe as a bridge between us,
communication on a pinch was kept up. His wife
could speak no English; but her true French po-
Kteness and graciousness was a language we could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